Pc'emsl 

, Thu* we attjre our men, but with more coff, 
Ofgoldand Pearle, the rich Gownes are Imboft' 
Of our chiefe Ladies, gueffe by what yon fee, 
y ou may he foone induc’d to credit me. 

Be tradable faire Spartan> nor contcmnc 
A borne, deriv’d from Royall ftemme $ 

He was a Trojan and allide to Heflor, 

That waites upon loves cup, and fills him Neflorz 
A Trojan did the faire Aurora, wed, 

And nightly flept within her Rofeat bed: 

The G oddefles that ends nigh and enters day, 

From our faire Trojan Coaft ftole him away, 
Anchifes was a Trojan, whom Loves Queene, 
(Making the Tree* 6f Ida a thicke Screene 
Twixc Heaven and herj oft lay with, view me well 
I am a Trojan too, in Tro) I dwell. 

Thy Husband Mcndaus hitherbring, 

Compare our (hapes, our yeares and every thing, 

I make you Iudgeffe, wrong me if you can, 

You needs muft fay I am the properer man : 

None of my line hath turn’d the Sun to blood, 

And rob’d his Steeds of their Ambrofiall food % 

My Father grew not from the Caucajfe Rocke, 

Nor (hall I grafe you in a bloody Stocke : 
Triamnccic wrong’d the guiltlcfle fqule, or further.; 
Made the Myrtoan Sea looke red with murther. 

Nor thirftech my great Grand -fire in the Lake , 

Of Lethe, Chin deepe, yet no thirft can flake ; 

Nor after ripened Apples vainely skips. 

Who J@rc him ft ill, and yet ft ill touch his lips t 
But what of this ? If you be fo deriv'd, 

Toh not withftanding ajrc no right depti/d. 
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Yougrace yottr Stocke, and being Co diving 
love is of force compel I’d into your Line. 

Oh mifehiefe ! whilft I vainely fpeake of this. 

Your Husband all- unwpr thy of fuch blifle, 

Injoycs you this long night, enfolds your waftcj 
And where he lifts may boldly touch and tafte- 
So when youfatat Table, many a toy, 
paflerh betweene you my vext foule t’annoy. 

At fuch high feafts I wifh my enemiefit. 

Where difeontent attends on every bit, 

I never yet was plac’d at any Feaft, 

Butoftitirkemethatl was your Gueft* 

That which offends me moft thy rude Lord knowe$ 

For (fill his arrocs about thy necke he throwes, a 
Which I no foone r fpie but I grow mad. 

And hate the man, whofe courting makes me fad 
Shall I be plaine ? I am ready to finke downe. 

When I behold him wrape you in his Govvnc, 

When you fit fouling on his amorous knee. 

His fingers prefTe, where my hands itch to be. 

But when he liugs you I am forc’d to frowne, * 

The meate I’am eating will by no means downe 1 
But ltickes halfeway, amidft thefe difeontents, 

Jhwe obferv’d you laugh at my laments. 

And with a fcornefull, yet a wanton fmiic, 

Deride my fighes and grones, oft to beguile 
Jv P a uions, and to quench my fiery rage, 

B^uaffing h e althsl!have thought my flame t’affvy age, 

^ full cups make my flames burne heieher, 
ode wine to love , and you add fire to fire. 

0 fhun the fight of many a wanton feate, . 

«twjxc your Lord and you, I fhift my fcate* 
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